AMERICA COMES IN	9*
It was on this day that a phrase was born which bids fair to
become immortal. It swept across two hemispheres, to be re-
peated by millions, and to be published innumerable times,
even in the most obscure newspapers.
It has been said that General Pershing did not say,
"La Fayette, we are here!" as he stood before the tomb of
Washington's friend at Picpus Cemetery. Yes, and no.
Almost every writer in France went to Picpus Cemetery
that warm afternoon, primed to witness a ceremony in which
picturesque features were expected.
General Pershing had counted this event one of the many
details in an extremely busy period. It was his intention to
appear before the tomb of La Fayette, but to say nothing. The
set speech on behalf of the American staff had been carefully
planned, prepared, and assigned to the oratorical skill of
Colonel Charles E. Stanton, of West Virginia, normally
A.E.F. paymaster but occasionally a dispenser of self-
expression worthy of a successful politician.
A large assemblage of distinguished Frenchmen was present
at Picpus, including the Marquis de Chambrun, direct de-
scendant of the immortal La Fayette. The Marquis, a deaf
little man with a soft voice, made an appropriate address ex-
pressing the gratitude of France on "this memorable occa-
sion." A more accurate record of proceedings might have been
made if the French military authorities had not planned to
have a number of airplanes surveying Picpus during the
ceremony. The planes swept low, and roaring motors drowned
out much of the speaking. Colonel Stanton finished his ad-
dress, and a large floral wreath was brought by orderlies.
General Pershing gently shoved it across the low iron railing
and over the slab of marble which covered the dust of
La Fayette. The ceremony was obviously over. But the crowd,
hundreds of emotionally patriotic Frenchmen, had seen noth-

